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which fixed it. I then took out the head of
the nail, and the bar turning round the remain-
ing nail, as on a pivot, left a sufficient space for
my body to pass between it and the window-
frame. I had but to twist the bar back again,
stick in the head of the nail, and everything
was, apparently, in its former state. By
wrenching, in a slight degree, the tenter-hooks,
I could now disengage the lower part of the
grating in a moment, sufficiently TO pass be-
neath, and having constructed a sliding board
in the floor, under which I deposited my rope-
ladder, I felt entirely secure from detection, and
I was not mistaken.
It was indeed a joyous moment when I made
my first experiment, and felt my foot on the
dewy grass, for I deemed that
** Then the world It was mine oyster,
Wliieh. I w Itli knife might open."
Among these nightly rambles, there is one
that will ever be, I should think, deeply im-
pressed upon me.
Everybody in the house had been in bed for
hours. As I was far too restless to doze on
the occasion, I had been stationary at the open
window, counting the hours as they slowly
passed, and it was now getting towards two
o'clock, when I was to descend the ladder,
already placed and hanging from the window.